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The Histone of King Lear. 

Enter Baft, and (fur an meeting. 

Baft. Sauethce Cur an. 

Cur an. And you Sir, I haue bcene with your father, and giuen 
him notice, that the Duke of Cornwall and bis Dutches will bee 
here with him to night. 

Baft. How comes that ‘ 

Cut an. f?ay,I know not,you haue heard of the newes abroad, 
Imeanethewhitperdones, forthere areyetbut eare-buffing ar- 


guments. 

Baft. Not, I pray you what arethey 

Curan. Haue you heard of no likely warres towards, tvvixt 
the two Dukes of Cornwall and s Albany ? 

Baft. Notaword. 

Curan. You may then in time, fare you well fir. 

Baft. The Duke be here to night ! the better belt, this weaues 
Enter Edgar it felfe perforce into my bufines, my father hath fet gard to take 
my brother, and I haue one thing of a quefie queftion, which 
rnuft aske breefnes and fortune helpe •, brother, a word, difcend 
brother I fay, my father watches, O flie this place, intelligence 
is o-iuen where you are hid, y ou haue now the good aduantage 
ofthe night, haue you not fpoken gainft the Duke of Cornwall 
ought, hee’s coming hether now in the night, it h haft, and Rc- 
<^an with him, haue you nothing laid vponhis pattie againft the 
D uke of a^T/^»y,aduife your— 

£dg. I am fure on’t not a word. . 

Bafl. I heare my father coming, pardon me in crauing,! mult 
draw my fword vponyou, fceme to defend your felfe, now quit 
you well, yeeld, come before my father, light here, here, flie 
brother flie, torches, torches, fofarwell*, fome blouddrawne 
on mee w'ould beget opinion of my more fierce indeuour, 
haue feene drunckards doe more then this in fport, father, rather, 
flop, flop, no, helpe • ... Enter Qloft. 

Cleft. Now Edmund where is the villainc £ . 

Baft. Here flood he in the darke.his fharpe fword out, warb- 
lino- of wicked charms, coniuring theMoone to Hand s aulpici- 
ous Miftris. Gloft. Butwhereis he ? 

Baft. Lookefir,I bleed, 

Cleft. Where is theyiUaine Edmund? 
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The Hitt me of King Lear. 

'Baft, Fled this way fir, when by no meanes he could — 

Gloft. Piirfiie him, go after,by no meanes, what ? 

Baft* Perfwade me to the murder of your Lordfhip, butthat 
I told him the reuengiue Gods, gainft Paracides did all their 
thunders bend, fpoke with how many fould and ftrong a bond 
the child was bound to the father, fir in a fine, feeing how loath-' 
lyoppofite I flood, to his vnnaturall purpofe, with fell motion 
with his prepared fword. hee charges home my vnprouided bo- 
dy, lancht mine arme, but whenhefawmybeftalarumdfpirits, 
bouldin the quarrels, rights, roufd to the encounter,or whether 
gafted by the noyfcl made, butfodainly hefied. 

(ftloft % Let him flie farre not in this land (hall hee remaine vn- 
caughtand found, difpatch, the noble Duke my maifter, my 
1 worthy Arch and Patron, comes to night, by his authoritie I will 

jroclaime it, that he which finds him fhall deferue our thankes, 
dinging the murderous caytife 4 to the flake, hee that conceals 
lim, death. 

‘Baft. When I diflvvaded him from his intent, and found him 
pightto doe it, with curft fpeech I threatnedto difeouer him, he 
replyed,thou vnpofleffing Baftard,doft thou thinke,ifl would 
ftand againft thee, could the repofureofany truft, vertue, or 
worth in thee make thy words fayth’d?no. what I fhould denie, 
as this I would, I, though thou didft produce my very character, 
id’eturneitallto thy fuggeftion, plot, and damned pretence, 
and thou muft make a dullard of the world, if they not thought 
the profits of .my death, were very pregnant and potential! 
fpurres to make thee feeke i t. 

Gloft. Strong and faftned villaine, would he denie his letter, 
Ineuer got him, harke the Dukes trumpets, I know not why he 
comes, all Ports ilebarre, the villaine (hall not fcape, the Duke 
muft grant mee that,befides, hispitturel will fend firreand 
neere, that all the kingdome may haue note of him, and of my 
land loyall and naturall boy, ile worke the meanes to make thee 
capable. 

Enter the Duke of Cornwall. 

Corn* Plow now my noble friend, fince I came hether, which 
I can call but now, I haue heard ftrangeaewes. 

Beg. Ifit be true, all vengeance comes too fhort which can 

purfue 






